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Until | Get You 


Author's Notes: 
It is highly recommended to listen to the songs in question, starting to play them as soon as they're mentioned 


(Until | Get You and Lick Summer Love by Hanoi Rocks). 


"Look what | found in town" 


Ted gives Gylve a record, wrapped in beautiful paper. When he unpacks it, the enthusiastic smile on his face 
lights up the Norwegian winter, like a goofy midnight sun. 


"Fantastic! Hanoi Rocks!" Sometimes Ted thinks his drummer is easy to please. He's over the freezing moon 


right now. 


"The Until | Get You single. Whoa! Really? Where'd you find that?" Gylve's eyes nearly fall out of their sockets. 
"You picked that up in Oslo?" 


Ted turns away and scratches his head, while Gylve fumbles with the sleeve. 


"Yeah, well, in the second-hand section. | figured it was a rare chance and didn't hesitate." 


Actually he browsed said section on amazon, not in the record store. But that Gylve really doesn’t need to 


know. 
"Let's put it onl" 
"Uh, actually.." Ted's murmur goes unheard, as Gylve has already put the needle on the record. 


Ted sighs. He had it coming. He knows how Gylve is with records. As soon as he's got one, he needs to play it. 
It's just right now Ted would feel more comfortable being out of the room. 


Yet, its a sight most people are never granted, a Darkthrone member dancing around in ecstasy to 80s glam - 


dramatic rock star poses included. 


Gylve's deliberately silly moves make Ted smile, and he's satisfied with how happy his friend seems, beaming at 
him with glee. 


Indeed, he makes a show of singing, jumping and throwing his arms here and there, pointing around and 
gesticulating as if on a stage. As the only audience, Ted feels a bit guilty for being so reserved, but he's really 
not in the mood to cheer him on as he usually does, when his closest friend acts out his alter ego as the glam 
rock singer he never became - much to Ted's luck, and that of the world as we know it. 


Just the stage name Gylve joked about choosing ("What do you think of ‘Glamriz'?") would be enough to make a 
sly, blond heathen reflect and plan a friend's murder.. Oh wait, that was a different story that luckily none of 
them had anything to do with. 


Though if his beloved drummer would ever consider a second career in glam, Ted would encourage him just for 
the sake of the outfits and sultry movements. 


For now, he looks away shyly while with each line Michael Monroe gives away his intent behind the spontaneous 
gift, a message he hopes both to get across and keep hidden. 


Having Gylve coo every word - he seems to know the song by heart - makes it even worse. 
Whether his band mate realizes what it's all about or not, either way Ted sees humiliation coming. 


For your love Id give anything 

For your time stars above 

And if | ever get you 

Hl never let you go 

Dont deny, you have seen me before 


Realize, look me in the eye 
Just a while 

Í| got love, | wont hide it 
Now when | finally found if" 


Ted briefly thinks about how most 80s glam bands, like in this song, proclaim deepest feelings for someone 
they barely know, and if the record has thus been an inappropriate choice. But seeing just how much Gylve 
enjoys it and how much pleasure it seems to give him reassures Ted again. Many people wouldn't believe how 
Gylve gets off on 80s music, especially when its everything he's not supposed to be in the eyes of black 
metal fans. The more un-gloomy it is, the more fun he has. But it's not only that his band mate loves to 
confuse and offend people, he's just plain loved this kind of music since his early youth, and freaking out is just 
as much a part of his personality as being a misanthrope - and Ted likes that about him, likes how he refuses 


to conform. 

The song slows down and Gylve sings along to the catchy tune with his most mock seductive tone, having a 

ball, and Ted's heart pounds in his throat. He's grateful that Gylve likes to play his records bud It's strange, 
but he always feels like loud music cannot only cover other sounds, but also visible things like nervousness, 

embarrassment and anxiety. 

Suddenly, Gylve grabs him by his hands to join his jolly little dance and sings cheerfully in his face: 

"You, youre the sweetest thing 

For you, Id give anything 

If youre a dream 

Then let me sleep forever!" 

Gylve obviously thinks its hilarious, and Ted laughs hard, to make it look like he thinks the same. 

When he is spun round fast, Ted is seriously flushed, from the dancing, the excitement, and the bashfulness. 
And from the surprise. He's used to Gylve being a bit crazy, but this is slightly over the top. It's like all of 

Gylve's silliness and joy have been unleashed in one wild display of lust for life. 


As soon as the song is over, the drummer lets go of his hands abruptly and steps towards the record player. 


Ted's hands feel sweaty and he wipes them on his shirt. He's not sure whether he's relieved or heartbroken 
over the loss of physical contact. 


Over in the corner Gylve changes the record. With his back still to Ted he announces: "I've also a confession to 


make." 
Ted furrows his brow. A confession? Wait - why "also"? 


Gylve snickers. 


"Come on, Ted. The record store's been closed for weeks. | got your message." 


While Ted blushes furiously, he puts the needle down, 


Gylve looks him straight in the eye and rolls his hips slowly as he sings along to Michael Monroe, voice just as 


suggestive: 


‘1 can see by the way you walk, you've never been with a man before 
And | can see by the way that you look at me 
That youd sort of lke to try it with me.." 


